The Bayadere

She only takes the role because of the film plot. It is a play within a
play. This person, who has the secret of so many disguises, is of
the same blood as ourselves.

If it be true that dancers can never possess quite the same ful-
ness of personality as have the actors in a play, for their art is but
dumb show, this deficiency has its compensation if they have great
physical beauty, for that can be admired and studied to advantage
in their every movement. It is part of the born genius of a dancer
to have this physical perfection, and their shortcomings in that
respect can be equivalent to a deficiency in the technique of their
art and can never be remedied in the eyes and in the mind, how-
ever much, as in some dancers of genius, the technical skill is in
excess upon the bodily appearance. Here, the physical was in ex-
aggeration upon the actual. This dancer was more beautiful than
she was skilled in her art. She was dark haired, with green eyes
that changed their colour in the lights of the theatre. The fascina-
tion of such beauty put to these uses lay in its hieratic, or its in-
tangible practices, in that side, or half of its life, in which, owing
to the conventions of the theatre, this person who could not be
approached or spoken to until the performance was over, could
alter and transform herself into so many different images or
travesties of her own beauty. Behind this, her true self re-
mained unchanged, to be resumed once she had shaken off the
sacred trance. It is this doubling of existence, and the multiplica-
tion of appearances, that put all dancers into the category of
temple hierants, goddesses of the altar. Their devotion is to a cult
or religion. It is to this that they have vowed themselves. It is not
one, but a hundred different forms that play before the eyes of the
imagination. The mere repetition of one or other serves but to
discover new secrets in what was known before. And always, be-
hind them, lies the truth, the inner heart of personality.

There was no more, on this occasion, than the meeting and the
recognition. But how can one describe the magical excitement!
Like the stone of the alchemists it transforms metals and turns the
air to gold. It is so unusual for the vision to come back again.
More often, it does not materialize at all. In this, there was the
double experience. Why should such things happen, but in mercy
and from affection! They strike into the soul and are more near to
tears than pleasure, And yet, in sleep, they lay soft hands upon the
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